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THE 



LAST CHORUS 



O F TH E 

Second Act of SENECA's TROADES 

I M IT AT E D. 

^( AY, from the yawning grave, wherfc Darkness dwells, 

Do wand'ring ghofts defert their hallow'd cells ; 
Stalk o'er the tombs, or thro' the doifters ileal. 
When midnight bells refound a difmal peal i 
Or is't a fable artfully defign'd. 
To fhed its horrors on the guilty mind? 
When the fad wife has clos'd the languid eyes. 
And with our hopes the fleeting fpirit flies j. 

B When 
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When fated man his traniient courfe has run^ 
And feels no more the ever-^ genial fun ; 
Say, what avails the compafs of the tomb. 
If fhiv^riiig ghofts thus haunt the murky gloom ? 
Or are our cares abforb'd in friendly death, 
And with each forrow flits the parting breath ; 
Or ihudd'riag plac'd on Death's tremendous (hore, 
Leap into nothing, and exifl no more ? 
Where'er bright Phcebus beams his fulgent ray, 
And grants a longer or a fhorter day ; 
Wh<trc'er old Ocean's foaming billows roar. 
And rufli impetuous on the yielding ihore ; 
His iron power unfeeling Time difplays. 
And feems to lengthen, tho' he crops our days. 
As round the fun the fplendent planets roll, 
Wliich cheer the night, and glitter on the pole j 
And as the feafons in their courfe appear, 
Refle(5ling beauties on the chccquerM year ; 



As 



is: 

As the revoking tnoon; .of luftrt bright, 

In filver veft difpels the glodm of bight ; 

So fated m^n hiB ttanfieat ooUtfe putfuesi 

Till ruthlefs Death arrefts .his airy views. 

As to the fky the .mantling fmoke afcends. 

And o'er heaven's vault its dufky veil extends ; 

And as the clouds in fuUen grandeur movei 

And form a phalanx in the fields above ; 

'Till at the northern blaft the fhadows fly, 

And azure plains delight the raviQi'd eye ; 

Such is the date of vifionary man, 

His pleafures tranfient, and his life a fpan: 

At morn he blooms, with confcious pride elate, 

At eve he fhrinks, and dreads impending fate. 

So the gay flow'r that decks the woodland glade, 

Is doom'd to bloflbm, and is doom'd to fade. 

When Fate demands our tributary breath. 

Then fay, O reas*ner ! what thou dread'ft in death ? 

Would'ft 
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Would'ft thou prefume the latent piths to know, 
Where fpirits wander in the (hades; below ? 
Where unbred atoms, cloath'd in darknefs, brood * i 

There, there, I fay, is fix'd thy ilirt abode : 
Yet ftill the pangs which anxious life attend, 
Soften the ftroke, and Death becomes a frierid. ' '' 
Oft on a dunghil, virtue's left to ror, ' 

It's worth negle<5led, and it's charms forgot ; 
Whilft gaudy villains reap the wifh^d-for prlte. 
And ill- got trappings (Irike our wond'Hng eyiS. ' 
How round the heart the foft afFe(5lions twine, 
When the tear falls at' injured Virtue's fhrine? 
But oft we ftretch our aid to worth in vain, 
And pity adds but to a life of pain. 
The rofe that fcents the Zephyr's balmy wingi. 
Beneath its leaves retains a poignant fling.. 



♦ Quaeris c^uo jaceas poft obitum loco ? 
^0 non natajacent. 



No 
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No real joys from wealth or fortune flow, 

Nay length of life is but protrafled woe. 

Then what is death ? why (hould the name affright, 

The empty bugbear of a winter's night ! 

Why Ihou'd we fhudder at this final blow, 

Which fooths each care, and drowns the voice of woe ? 

Let minds which float on Fancy's airy wing, 

Paint fields Elyfian, and eternal fpring j 

Let fad enihufiafts form a dreary cave. 

And feel the blafl: which curls Cocytus' wave^ 

Be mine the lot to pafs unheeded through 

Life's mazy path, and take a tranfient view 

Of fleeting blifs, while now and then a fmile. 

Plays on my lips, each forrow to beguile ; 

Not over-fond of life, nor fearing death. 

Content and tranquil I'll refign my breath ; 

For tho' with airy joys our fancies teem. 

Sure life and death are but an anxious dream. 



AN 



[ -< ] 



AN 



E L E G 



Et jam fumma procul villarum culmina fumant^ 
Major efque cadunt altis de montibm umbra. 



VlRG.^ 



L 

' I ^HE parting fun refleAs its evening ray. 

And giant-fhadows variegate the ground ; 
The wanton kids forfake their harmlefs play, 
And folemn iilence reigns the vale around. 

11. 

Now Fancy leads her airy-plumed train 

Through mazy walks, by gently-purling rills j 

Now Philomela fwells her mournful ftrain, 
And all the grove with fofteft mufic fills^ 

III. Now 
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III. 

Now roves at large the yoke-denying hart, 
Yet dreads the hunter at the peep of dawn ; 

Now fy Ivan nymphs exert the vocal art, 
Whilft nimble fairies trip it o'er the lawn. 

IV. 

Here mofs-grown grots, and bubbling ftreams are feen. 
And gloomy groves in (lately columns rife ', 

Here fruitful meads, enamell'd all with green ; 
There, awful mountains feem to prop the ikies. 

V. 

Now Cynthia gilds the dew-befpangl'd grove. 
And cafts profufely round her maiden light ; 

Led by the Mufe, thro' filent paths I'll rove. 
And pleafe my fancy with the varied fighf. 



VI. Be- 



C 8 ] 

VI. 

Behold that rock, that rears its head To high, 
In rude magoificence o'erlpoks the flood $ 

See on its top the mangl'd rains lye, 

Where once a caftle's ftately turrets flood. 

VII. 

There oft have heroes crown'd the gen'rous bowl, 
And virgins lifien'd to their lovers' call ; 

And airy mirth poflefs'd each happy foul, 
Whilft bands of mufic eccho'd thro' the hall. 

VIII. 

Ah ! now no heroes quaff the flowing bowls. 
Nor fprightly mufic chears the ruin'd hall ; 

Nor joys poflefs their now wide-parted fouls, 
Nor virgins liften to their lovers' call ! 



IX. The 
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The creeping ivy 0:^9^ fusk {Od'ritog fow>, 
And clafps thft vtuf^s wtth a food emibraoc j 

The fcreech-owls claim the snebiQdioly bow'r. 
And boding vavefts hover round the place. 

X. 

How vain the pageantry of worldly things l 
And what is grandeur but an empty name ? 

Short-liv'd the glory of the greateft kings, 

Tho' ilaughter*d nations raife their ill got fame. 

XI. 

Where is, alas ! the pride of Perfia flown ? 

The pomp of Rome, with all her empires o'er j 
And e*en where Ilium flood is fcarcely known -, 

And haughty Carthage now exults no more. 



XII. Thus 
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XII. 

Thus fince ambition yi^ds to certain fate, . 

By reafon prompted, fore, unerring guide,. 
Let virtue blefs. thy vifionary ftate, 

Whofe glory time nor envy ne'er can hidCi. 



v 
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AN 



O D E; 



Jam ver egeUdos refert teporeSi 
Jam call furor aquinoSiiaUs^ 
Juamdis Zephyri Jtkfdt auris. 

TTTINTER with his difmal train 

Now has left the happy plain y 
Genial Spring refunies her feat. 
Prolific queen of ev'ry fweet : 
As fHe treads the verdant mead^ 
Mark each flow'ret rears its head ;> 
Ev'ry plant and tree is feen, 
Deck'd in robe of gayeft. green j- 



Catullus. 



Wan- 



ome Goddefs, welcome Spring. 

'fT Q ( 

I* tny fair one, let us rove" ' 
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Wanton Zephyrs round her play. 
Hark ! the flcy-lark greets the. day j 
And each creature feems to iing. 
Welcome Goddefs, welcome S prin g. 
Come, 

Thro' the d^w-befpangl'd grove ; 
For Nature now is fpnice.and gay, ' 
To meet the genial Goddefs, May; 
Let us choofe fome cool retreat,- 
Shelter'd from the noon-day heat % 
And mark how Anreetly Nature (iniles^ 
"Whilft love the pailing; boiii^ t>?guile8. 
Hark! the am'rous plaintive dove ' •' 
Murmurs mufic thro' the grove,; ; 
And mourns in accents foft the fate : .. 
Of her unhappy, wand'ring mate. 
The thruQi too fwells her beating bread. 
Some cruel hand has robb'd her iieftj 



While 



V 
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While others, joyful, fweetly fing 
Loud carols to the friendly Spring : 
Sweet the profpedt, fweet the grove, 
Scene of fympathy and love ! 
Obferve, emerging from the brake. 
In wanton folds, the fpotted fnake ; 
With new-born beauty, freed from fear 
Of winter, he refumes the air : 
See how his eyes their lightning dart ; 
Why does my love with horror ftart ? 
For tho' he wreaths his length in view, 
He means* no harm, my fair, to you ; 
'Tis man alone, with fal(hood fraught. 
Who looks a fmile, yet frowns in thought ; 
The honeft brute's ingenuous breaft . . 

In true fimplicity is drefs'd j ^ . . 

When pleased, he outward Ihews his joy ; 
But frowns, when meaning to deftroy. ., 

E Sec 



.#■'■ 
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See how the painted butterfly 
Expands his wings of lovely die; 
Happy he frifks froni. field ta,bow>> 
And fips the dew from.ev'ry flow'i't 
He thus enjDys. his prefent (laM, , 
Nor trembles for co-niorrow's fate«. 
Cbtled^ed in the neighboring trees,. 
See myriads fwarm of happy hees^ 
Who gently tafte each vernal ^iroer^ 
To form their fragrant baitny treat ;; 
And each af&fls by haCTikfe fteaitb 
T"^ enrich their tittle commoi»7ealih :: 
Thus they amafs with frugal care: 
Repafts for the enfuiog year ;. 
'Till tyraivt man their peace asiooy^ 
And robs them of their hoarded joys^i. 
Rebounding ftomr the dlftant oalc. 
Sweet Eccho bears> the woodman's firoke^ 



Blytlie 



'•/'i,?*S 



Biythe ia the flow'ry winding vale^ 
The milkmaid warbles o'ier h<sr pail. 
And fcattec'd o'er the mofs-grow^ fodui 
Contented browze the harqakft lodu f 
Bubbling down the craggy ftee^ 
As chryftal clesur, the waters cr^fs 
Whidi when the fruitfal flat they gain^ 
Glide finoothly thra' the diflauic piaint 
Sweet the profpetfl, fvaet tbc gror^ 
Scene of iympathy an4 I<n>c("' 
Mark the Uades of fpringlqg eonlv. 
The wide-extended fields adffOy 
Which fammer raifingtiy doffptfr 
The heart-elated ruftic fees $ 
And hopes, when Autumn fhews its face,, 
^he yellow (heaves, his barns will grace ;• 
Yet anxious for his fumre gaur, 
He views inclement ikies with paua^ 



3 
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As all confpiring to deilroy, c/*^^ . ' 

And rob him of his fancied joyJ . 
The corn, as thus it yearly grow?^ 
The life of man in emblem flieWs^ 
Who, heedlefs of confumingrinSei 
Exults at Spring in youthful prime; 
Nor Summer days prefent a fate : . : 
He vainly hopes will yet be late ; 
But Autumn crops his fancied bloom^ ' 
Pointing, tho* flow, a certain doom} . 
He withers like the ripenM corOj 
And filver hairs his brows adom 5 . 
Unftrung each nerve, all vigour paft,. 
He yields to Winter's chilling blaft/ 

■•-•■.• • .:.. ^r ■'. ;;■ 






HO- 



'■'^ 
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HORACE, 



ODE XXII. BOOK I. 



IMITATED. 



I- 



'TpHE man, my friend, whofe fpotlefs breaft 
la robe of innocence is drefs'd, 

In thought, in word fincere. 
Not hoftile fury can affright, 
But e'en in poifon'd arrows fpighc, 

He'd unconcem'd appear. 

II. 
Nay, tho' he tread the Lybian plain, 
Or drives the hoary head to gain 

F Of 



of fome high-tow'ring hill, 
By virtue, heart-felt comfort, led, 
He goes, tho* deftitute of bread, 

And not one fricocjjly rill. 

III. 
Or if thro' pathlefs. -woods he fttay. 
To (hun the burning God of Day, 

Where wolves for flielter hie ; 
Struck with a kind of rcr'rfiDd awiJ, 
Not one uprears his angry )paw^ 

But feems abaQi'd to fly. 

IV. . 
Beads e'^en as favage fierce as t|K>(e 
Which Daunia's thick-grown woods ^dd&r 

Or ^Ethiopia yields; 
Where Juba held his mighty fway, 
And lions fell, in quefl of prey, 

Imprint the fandy fields^ 



, ■'! 



Place 
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• 

V. 
Place me, ye Gods, in defart drear. 
Where not a Zephyr fans the air, 

Where clouds and darknefs reign ; 
Where not a hill is ileck'd with green, 
But hoary Winter ftill is feen, 

Nor plenty crowns the plain.. 

VI. 

Or fix'd beneath the burning line, 
Where heat-opprefled mortals pine, 

Nor houfe nor fhelter near -, 
There fhall my rofy fair- one's fmile 
The melancholy hours beguile, 

Her voice ihall charm saine ear. 



THE 



«-' 



The S N A K E and the WORM, 

A FABLE. 

Slut jit Macenas ut nemo quam ^U fortem, 
Seu rath dederit^ feu fors objecerit^ ilia 
Contentus vivat f, 

I. 
T TPON a bank, with mofs yclad, 

A fnake indulging lay, 
And in continu'd folds return'd 
His tribute to the day. 

IT. 

The light'ning's quick and lambent flame 

Shot from his piercing eye, 
His chequer'd fides in luftre ihone 

With fcales of beauteous dye. 

III. Now 



\ 
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III. 

Now coil'd in various artful folds, 

A while repos'd h«'d lie, 
Then roufe with quick elaftic fpring, 

And chace the heedlefs fly. 

IV. 

An envious wprm, from darknefs crept. 

His lucid charms furvey'A, 
And, mov'd with rancour at the fight. 

He thus indignant (aid : 

V. 

Why am I fbrm'd of worthlefs day, 

The vileft reptile fore ? 
Curs'd with fatigue, with heat, and cold, 

I cf*ry pang endure* 



VI. Talk 



^^: '., 



r- 
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VI. 

Talk of diftrefs, there's not afi elf 

So wretched fure as I; *. i 

On me, ye Gods, your lightAin^ &ut» 

For I'm content to die ! 

^or when the fummec funscxuit, 
fi And Sirius hums the plain, *, , -• 

Fix'd in fome dreary cav^, I wafte : .,. , 

A life of care and pain : . f^. » .^r^nT i.-j i;»]i <>' • 

V«I. 

V 

Or if perchance I creep iorr;l^rii,,:yr./r v. ;y.Tnoi .' mz (d^ff 
Then man arrefts my flight ; ■ ,.ii .^i:.^^ .-j.^j-,, ^^^ 

And in fome pot, xfrW* iftjtjfs ,^jif^|i ftW4, ^^„^ . * ...;^ b'^^nO 
I pine away the night. o^:,r .,.. - ^^j_^ ^y^ ^ 

-;♦ ■ . . f> IX. Soon 



I 



X 
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Soon as Aurora gilds the £aft, 

For carp I'm doom'd repaft, 
And toriur'd on the favage .^loo^, • . , . 

I writhe away my laft. 

. . > - _ . ■ . .. , 

When Winter with its iqr chains • - 

Has bound the captive earth, , , 
Then in fome frozen cell I pines - 

With anguifh, cold, and dearth. 



f r- 
1 



While this luxuriant ./p^5^bi^un^.^i^ .^^,^-> , . . .. ., 
With ev'ry wiflied delight, ...j^.^ ^,,,, ., ... .,, .^. , 

Ranges by day the fertile fields, -^'v. r ■ , 
And feeks his hold by night:*,. - , ./ ,, . - . 



< 4t. 



XII. Frilk 



XII. 

Frilks o'er the plain with wanton bound, 

And circumfpedlive eye } 
Teds not a want, nor feels z^dlK, 

Tho* worms unpiticd die. 

• XIII. 

With vigour and with beauty ble6M, 

He's uncontroul'd and free ; 
But be it fo, ye partial Gods ! 

And oiin your ills on me. 

XIV. 

Scarce had he fpoke, when o'er the dale 

A trufty plowman came. 
Tending his courfe to diftant wake, * ^ 

To meet his ruddy dame. ' 



1 - ) 
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XV. The 
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XV.- 

The wanton fnake's expanded length 
Soon caught his wand'ring eye, 

Straight to my rage, the^ruftic cry'd, 
A victim thou (halt die. 

xvr. 

Quick o'er his head the weapon flew, 
The blow retards his flight, 

His eyes their priiline luftre lofe, 
In endlefs, gloomy night. 

XVII. 

The fnake, which late in gambol play'd, 
Now writhes with fhudd'ring death, 

And on the bank where late he frifk'd, 
He now refigns his breath. 



i . 



H XVIII. The 



XVIII. 
The boift'rous down the worm alarm'd, 

Who ihrunk into his cell, 
And there, on cool refleiEtioD, found 

A heaven in his hell. 



THE 







THE 

THIHD ODE 

OP 

ANACREON 

IMITATED. 

^'TpWAS at the filent time of night, 

When ev'ry found conveys a fprite ; 

When ftretch'd beneath his ftraw-cap'd (hed, 

The ruftic lays his aching head ; 

There, while the dews of balmy fleep 

Around his weary'd temples creep, 

He foon forgets his daily toil, . 

Of harveft dreams, and reaps the fpoil. 

Cold was the night, and beating rain 

Had delug'd half the dreary plain. 

When Love, in all his arts array'd, 

Knock'd at my door, and begg'd for aid. 

Who's 



./ 
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Who's that (I cry'd) who dares to come 
Difturbing thus my peaceful dome ? 
Open the door, the urchin faid, 
I km a child, be riot afraid ; 
Indeed, good Sir, I've loft my way, 
And thro' the moonlefs night I ftray j 
My infant tears for pity cry, 
Grant me fome warmth for charity. 
Rous'd at the found, I left my bed,' " 
And fought the door, by nature led : 
When (as he faid) a child I faw. 
Wet as a fheet of ice in thaw j 
His dripping locks of auburn hue, 
His little wings were tipp d with blue ; 
The quiver o'er his flioulders hung, 
His bow unbent, the nerve unftrung j 
His fandals ting'd with Tyrian dye, 
Moift as the virgin's weeping eye. 



With 
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With pity mov'd, and tender care, 
I wrung the water from his hair, 
And while I ^ught for warm attire, 
Compaflion blew the drooping fire. 
When, foon as on my breafl he lay, 
M ethought his fpirics feem'4 to play; 
His ruby cheeks began to glow. 
Like blood upon the maiden fnow. 
Methinks (quoth he), for once I'll try 
Whether my arms can rain defy ; 
Whether my bow and moifien'd firing 
Have loft their late elaftic ipring. 
He fhot— I felt the poifon'd dart 
Thrill thro' my nerves, and pierce my heart : 
Then with a laugh the caitiff faid, 
Thanks to thee, hoft ! for this thine aid ; 
My bow's unhurt — But long you'll feel 
The force of Love*s commanding fteel. 

I THE 
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THE 



TWENTY-FIFTH ODE 



O F 



ANACRE ON 

IMITATED. 

TT Then gen'rous wine expands my foul, 

How pleafures hover round the bowl ! 

Avaunt ! ye cares of Fancy's crew, 

And give the guilty wretch his due ; 

Bat let the juice of fparkling wine 

My grofler fenfe to love refine j 

With Bacchus flufh'd, I'll hail my lafs 

In joys that e'en the grape furpafs ; 

As Jove his Ne<ftar drinks above, 

I'll qua£f whole goblets full of love. 

Then 



C 3« 1 
Then why Ihou'd I at life repine, 
Give me Venus, give me wine. 
Fill, fill the everflowing bowl, 
In drde gay let pleafures roll ! 
Ever open, ever fre^ 
Hail ! thou friend to jollity. 
My brows with Bacchus' chaplet crown'd, 
I live to love, my cares are drown'd. 



HO. 



I 5» I 
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H OR A C E, 

ODE XIV. B O OK H.: 

1 M I r' A T' K ©. 

T Tow faft, my friend ! the Seafons glide 

Down rapid Time's infatiate tide ; 
Nor e'en can rigid Virtue fave 
One wretched vot'ry from the grave. 
What tho' to facrifice decreed, 
Three hundred bulls Ihou'd yearly bleed, 
Thou ne'er cou'dft hoary Death beguile, 
Nor make the tearlefs Pluto fmile ; 
"Who in his dungeon drear and vaft, 
Detains the tripple Geryon faft ; 



And 



'f& 
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And ruthlefs bears fad Tityua voar. 

On dread Ckx^tus' rocky ihore. 

The race of man, or fboUt or -late, 

Mufl bow to unrelenting Fate, 

And at the difmal fummons all 

Muft poft to fullen Pluto's hall ; 

Or king, or clown, the folemn bell 

Rings out to each the fatal knell. 

In vain we fliun the war's array, 

We purchafe life but for a day j 

In vain we 'fcape the temper's roar, 

On the wild Adria's angry fhore i 

Cocytus' ftream muft yet be feen, 

(Where not a bank is cloath'd with green) 

Whofe waves in dreadful grandeur, flow. 

Deal ghaftly horrors as they flow. 

We there fhall witnefs the difgrace 

Of Danaus' unfeeling race, 

K And 



■^?- 
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And hear the fad -ffiolian groan. 
And view the ever-roUing ftone. 
This land, this houfe, muft foon be leff, 
Of children, wife, and all bereft ; 
This lovely grove, in gay attire, 
(In fummer fhade, in winter fire) 
Reludlant you muft quit, all fave 
One cyprefs, to bedeck your grave. 
Your heir will then with pleafure hear 
A fummons he muft one day fear; 
Will fearch your coffers o'er and o'er, 
Hoping to find unheard-of ftore ; 
And deal out wine to ev'ry gueft, 
Richer than decks a princely feaft. 
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T TAPPY the man, removed from ftrife, 

Who leads an honeft country life ; 
His fertile fields afford him bread, 
No fordid views perplex his h^ad : 
Alert, he rifes to his toil, 
And of his labour reaps the fpoil. 
Thus his forefathers, blefs'd with health, 
Obtain'd a competence of wealth. 
Ambition never haunts his breaft. 
Nor warlike mufic breaks his reft ; 
No tempeft-dreading merchant, he 
Views unconcern'd the troubled fea ; 



He 
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He fhuns the bar, and fcorns to wait, 
Reque(lipg at a great man's gate. 
With cautious hand he loves to join 
The poplar to the fpreading vine, 
Superfluous branches moves away, 
And guides with care the ufeful fpray : 
Or in a low fequefter'fl grotmd, 
He views his lowing herds aTcmnd. 
At timely feafon of the year, 
He ihears his tender fleecy care j 
And in his jars referves a hoard. 
Of balmy fweets his bees afforfl. 
When Autumn rears its golden head. 
And decks with fruitful trees the mead, 
Then with what joy he crops the pear, 
Which his own induftry did rear j 
And eke the grape, whofe beauteous dye 
Might e'en with Tyrian purple vie. 



Which 



\' 



[ 37 J 

Which to Priapus he may yield 
An off'ring, g;uardian of his field. 
Beneath an oak's romantic fhade, 
Serene^ he views the woodland glade j 
Or ftretch'd upon the humble grafs, 
Beholds the headlong river pafs ; 
The feather'd throng with plaintive notes, 
In neigh'bring woods extend tlieir throats. 
While purling rills, defcending fteep, 
Provoke involuntary fleep. 
When Winter hovers, fell and drear, 
And clouds and darknefs crown the year, 
With faithful dogs he beats the field. 
And makes the briftly wild*-boar yield ; 
Or camious fpreading, artful gets 
The cold-numb'd thrulhes in his nets ; 
The foreign ftork, and trembling hare,, 
Are catch'd unheeding in the fnare. 
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Who wou'd not here avoid the darts 
Which refl-confuming love imparts i 
But yet fupremely happy he, 
Returning from his toil, to fee 
His rofy children, and a wife, 
The darling comfort of his life. 
Chaile as the fnow, with temper mild 
As the foft breeze that fans the wild ; 
She culls, againft her fpoufe return, 
Wood in commodious heaps to burn ; 
Houfes with care the bleating flock. 
And frees them of their milky dock j 
Pours out new wine to greet her lord. 
And unbought viands crown the board. 
Enrich'd with health, a foe to wafte. 
Ne'er fliall my (yet unpamper'd) tafle 
Entreat the eaftern wind to roar. 
And waft frelh dainties to the fliore. 
» Not 
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Not Africa's delicious bird, 
Nor Afiatic ftill preferr'd, 
Cou'd relifh half fo well with me, 
As olives gather'd from my tree, 
Or herbs, delicious to the tafte. 
Which late fome riv'let's margin grac'dj 
A kid, the beft my cots afford, 
Or fellal lamb, (hall deck my board. 
What joy to fee my firftlings come, 
Frefh from their pafture, bleating home ; 
My lufty oxen loos'd ft-om toil, 
Who daily till my grateful foil ; 
Pleas'd with the fight of home, they low. 
And carelefs bear th' inverted plow. 

My fervants neat about me (land, 

And watchful wait their lord's command ; 

And furniture in order plac'd. 

With plain fimplicity of tafte.-— 
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When this the usVcr Alphiiis faid. 
Each thought his love for gold allay'd ; 
Suppos'd he'd fpcnd his* mufty flore, 
And like the country more and more : 
That month, he did recall his caGi, ^ 
And damn'd his gold as empty trafli y 
Tiic nexr, liis bigs impatient fent, 
And put them out at ten per cent. 
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